214               London in My Time
A certain South Side garden was a constant
factor of my childhood, It was a proper garden;
that is, an assembly of gardens: rose-walk,
orangery, vinery, shrubbery, kitchen-garden,
hot-house, wall-garden, rock-garden, orchard
and paddock, and cedared lawns. There were
wonderful children's teas on those lawns;
strawberries and cream, the strawberries picked
by oneself from the beds; cherries and mul-
berries from the trees; and unsurpassed cakes
made by a queen of cooks. And after tea one
raided the currant bushes, or played Spies in
the shrubbery, or Hot Rice in the paddock. Just
outside were newsboys with the four-thirty
winner, ice-cream stalls, penny bazaars, Home
and Colonial stores, and all the fixtures of town;
but the evening sun falling across those lawns and
paddock, and the thrushes in the pear-tree and
the rooks in the elms, suffused it with the feeling
of a garden in the deep shires.
By my own observation, and vicariously,
through the talk of parents and grandparents, I
have a hundred years* memories of Clapham,
and it seemed to me then that the Clapham of
those old houses and gardens was outside the
time-action which was tinging all the rest of that
suburb. It was, I felt, my grandfather's Clap-
ham, preserved behind the modern High Street
by some alchemy of his, so that he could show
it to me. To some extent it was, for amid all the